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DRAMATIS PERSONE, 
; As PERFORMED IN LONDON. | 


MEN. 


| MaRqurs or MonTAGUE, 


dw. — . 


* * 
8 — 
* . 7 «a - p 


Mr. Gardiner. 0 


EARL of WARWICK, - Mr, Kif. 
Duxx or SOMERSET, Mr. Johnſon. 
La VARENNE [SENESCHALL of Mr. ill — 
Normanpy,] c r. Williamſor. 
CoRPORAL, Mr. Baddeley. 
DauUMMER Mr. Moſs. 
Fi, Mr. Barret. 
-Foor, Mr. R. Palmer. | 
BARTON, Mr. Aiuken, 1 
aſt SOLDIER, . Mir. Leaver, WEE 
1ſt VILLAGER Mr. Burton, gor 
2d Dirro, Mr. Painter. Imple 
d Drirro, 5 p Mr. Abbot. Oh * 
ONDIBERT APTAIN of the zone 
Basser © Mr. 7. Banniſter ob ts 
3 Robber, Mr, Banniſter. 
2d DiTTo, Mr. Chapman. 
zd DiTTo, Mr. Davis. Greg 
4th Dir ro, Mr. Reefe. Adel. 
GREGORY, Mr. Edwin Greg 
PaINCE of WALES, Miſs Gauding. fre cut 
. | eas In 
| n Nort 
Dosen MARGARET, Mrs. Kent,» Jes 
ADELINE, * nu. ome a1 
| wiſh 
Guards, Sur 2 97 & FS Adel. 
: THI» hae 


BATTLE or HEXHAM, 


82 Fo. Fi 


—— 3 


Ar I. 


; STEEN E— Henry the Sixth's Camp. 
Enter Adeline, in Mens Cloaths, 


| LEIGHO!—fix dark and weary miles, and not 
Pet at the camp; how tedioully affliction traces, —Come, 
gory. come on, why how you lag behind: poor 
imple {oul, what cares has he to weigh him down ? — 
Oh yes, he has ſerved me from my cradle, and his plain 
oneſt heart feels for his miſtreſs's fallen fortunes, and 
s fo heavy. — Come, my good old fellow come. 


Enter Gregory. 


Greg. Mercy on us, how my poor legs do ach! 
Adel. What, with only ſix miles this morning—Fie ! 
Greg, Six—ſixteen, if we've gone an inch; my feet 
are cut in pieces. A man may as well do penance with 
eas in his ſhoes as trudge over theſe confounded roads 
n Northumberland. 1 uſed to wonder when we were 
t home in the South, where it is as ſmooth as a bowl. 
ng-green, what the labourers did with the looſe ſtones 
hey carried of the highways.— But now I find they 
ome and ſhoot their rubbiſſr in the northern countries. 
wiſh we had never come into em withall my heart. 
Adel. Then you are weary of my ſervice— you wiſa 
eu had not followed me. | 


A 2 "> = _ 


„ 5 
Greg, Who, I Heaven forbid ! I'd follow you to the 
end of the world ;—nay, for the matter of that, I believe 
I all follow you there: for I have tramp'd after you a 
damn'd long way without knowing were we are going. 
But I'd live—aye and die to ſerve you. | 
Adel. Well, well, we muſt to the wars my good Gregory. 
Greg. The wars | O Lord, that's taking me at my 
word with a vengeance——1 nerer could abide fighting, 
there's ſomething ſo plaugy quarrelſome in it. 
Adel. Ihen you had beſt return. We now, Gregory, 
are approaching King Henry's camp. 
© Greg. Are we— O dear, O dear! pray then let us 
make off as faſt as we can. 5 1 
Adel. Don't you oblerve the lights breaking thro' the 
tents yonder ? | „ Sa 
Cres, Mercy on me—they are tents ſure enough, 
Come, Madam, let's wheel about if you pleaſe. | 
L£del, Why, whither ſhould I go, poor ſimpleton? my 
houſe is wrethedneſs—The wars I ſeek, have made it 


ſo— they have robb'd me of my huſband—comfort now 


is loitto me. My very children, whoſe pretty frolic round 
our hearth, charm'd ev'n time and made the lagging 
winter's night fly ſwift as the lover's meetings - even they 
make my heart blecd if they but ſmile on mel kifs them 
thro' my tears, and ſigh that they have loſt a father. Oh 
Gendibert, tœe faithful, too weak a cauſe—our ruin is 
involved with our betters. % Rm 
Greg. Oh! rot the cauſe, fay I, - plague on the houſe 
of Lancaſter, it has been many a neble gentleman's un- 
doing; the white and the red roſes have cauſed more eyes 
to water in England than if we had planted the whole 
iſland with omons, Such a coil is kept up with theſe two 
 houſes—ane's ſo old, andt'other's fo old, they ought both to 
be pull'd down, for a couple of nuiſances to the nation. 
Adel. Peace . peace]! man — half ſuch a word, tho 


ſpoken at random, might coſt your life the tinies Gre- 
goxy, are dangerous. 127 199%. e 
_ Greg. Very true indeed, Madam; Death has no mo- 
deity in him now-a days; he flares every body full in 

25 | : the 
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the face. I with we had kept quiet at home out of his 
way: who knows but my maſter, Lord Gondibert, 
might have returned too as unexpectedly as he went I'm 
ſure he left us unexpeCtedly enough, for the duce of any 


notice did he give us of his going, | 
Adel. Aye, Gregory, was it not unkind—and yet I 


will not call him ſo—the times are cruel—not my huſ- 


band—his affection had too much thought in it to change 


his regular love corrected by the ſteady vigour of his 


mind knew not the turbulence of boyiſh” raptures ; but 


like a ſober river in its banks flowed with a ſweet and 
equal current. Oh it was ſuch a placid ſtream of tender- 


neſs Ho long is it ſince your maſter left us, Gregory? 


Greg. Six months come to-morrow, Madam—T caught 
a violent cold the ſame day; it has ſettled in my eyes I 
believe, for they have been troubleſome to me ever ſince. 
Ah! I ſhall never forget that morning when the ſpies of 
the houſe of York, that's got upon the throne, ſur- 
an old friend to the Lancaſters, 


Egad he laid about him like a lion, and with his broad- 


rounded him for being 


ſword, whack he comes me one over the ſconce. Pat he 


r0es me another over the cheek—and after putting em 
all out of breath, about he wheels his horſe, and we 


have never ſeen nor heard of him ſince. 


Adel. And from that day to this I have in vain cheriſh'd 
hopes of his return—fearful, no doubt, of being ſur- 


priſed, he keeps conceal'd; thus is he torn from me 


torn from his children from tender bloſſoms too weak 
to be expos'd to the rude tempeſts of the times, and leaves 
their innocence unſheltered. 

Greg. Yes, and mine among the reſt—But what is it 
you mern to do, Madam? 5 
Adel. To ſeek him in the camp the Lancaſters again 
are making head here in the north. If he has had an op- 
portunity of joining them, it is more than probable he is in 
their army— neither will we, and for this purpoſe have I 
doff'd my woman's habit—leaving my houſe to the care 
of a truſty friend—and thus accoutred have led you Gre- 


gory, the faithful follower of m 


half over England. 


A 3 


y ſorrows, a weary journey 


Greg. N 


1 4 6 1 
Seeg. Weary, oh dear—no, not, at al] Tcou'd turn 
about again directly, and walk back briſker by half than 
TI came. 1 e c 

Adel, What, man! afraid? Come, come, we run but 
little riſque example too will animate us—the very air 
of the camp, Gregory, will bracè your courage to the 
true martial pitch. | | e 

Greg. That may be, Madam; and yet for a bracing air, 
people are apt to die in it ſooner than in any other place. 
Adel, Pſhaw, prithee, man, put but a confident look 
on the matter, and we ſhall do J warrant—a bluff and 
bluſtering outſide often conceals a chicken heart—mine 


achs I'm ſure, but ÞIl hide my grief under the veil of airy . 


careleſsneſs—Down, forrows, Pl be all buſtle like the 

occaſion,  — Come, Gregory, now I muſt be the petulant 
military ſtrippling—Mark your miſtreſs, man, and learn 
| ſee how ſhe'll play the part of a young ſoldier, 


Wok. a £3 
. 


THE mincing ſtep, the woman's air, 
The tender ſigh, a ſofter note, 
Poor Adeline muſt now forſwear, TOY 
: Nor think upon the petticoat. Tris. 
Greg. Well, if I muſt go, I muſt; 1 can't help fol- 


lowing my Adeline affect on has led many a bolder man 


by the noſe than 1;—I wender though how your bold 


fellows find themſelves juſt before they are going to fight; 
Ice if they have an uncomfortable fort of ſticking 
in the *hroat, and a queer kind of a cold tickling in ſome 
part of the fleſh, Oh, Gregory, Greggory Gubbins! 
your pezceahle qualities will never do in a camp—T never 
cov d hare -gonpowder ſince I got fuddled at the fair, 


a1} the boys ty'd crackers under Dobbin's tail in the 


„„ 


maike. place. 


15771 
. Gregory. 
AH, what's a valiant hero! 
Beat the drum, 
He'll come round, 
Nothing does he fear oh! 
Riſques his life 
While the fife 
There havoc ſplit his ear, oh! 
Groans abound, 
Trumpets ſound, | 
What brings up the rear-oh ? 
In comes death, 
And ftops his breath, 
Then good-bye, valient hero. 
SCENE——TZhe Camp at Hexham, 
Enter a Drummer and a Fife, | 
Drum. Morrow to you, Mr. Tooting, a merry day- 
breaking to your worſhip, 3 tS 4 
Fife, A ſad head-breaking, I fancy, plaguy trouble- 
ſome times brother, buffetted by the oppoſite party out 
of one place, and now waiting till they come to buffet 
us out of another. Whenever they do come let me tell 
you, a man will ſcarce have time to get up from his ſtraw 
hed before he's laid down again by a long ſhot of the 
enemy, we ſhall be popp'd at like a parcel of partridges 
riſing from ſtubble, _ vo 1 eds 
Drum. Pſhaw, what ſignifies taking matters to heart 
luck's all—war's a chance you know—if 'one day's bad 
another better—what matters an odd drubbing or fo? a 
ſoldier ſhould never grumble, Ys 
_ Fife, Why zZounds, fleſh and blood nor any thing that 
belongs to a camp can't help it—do now, only give your 
drum a good beating and mind What a dam'd noiſe it will 
make—not grumble, when we take ſo many hard knocks. 


Drum, No, to be. ſure, elſe how ſhould we able to 
return 'em. 1 5 
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Fife, Why there ſtands the caſe, we never can return 
'*em, others now can have a blow, and give a blow, but 
as for me and yourſelf, and Kit Crackcheeks, the trum- 
peter—od'sbud, they may thump us from morning till 
night, and all the revenge we have, is toot a toot, dub 
a dub, and tantarara. N Þ 

Drum. O fie, learn to know our conſequence better, 
brother, I beſeech you: My word for it, we are the 
heroes that do all the execution—who but we, keep up 
the vigour of an engagement, and the courage of the 
ſoldiers. Fear, brother, is for all the world like your 
bite of a tarantula, there's no conquering its effects with- 
out muſic. We are of as much conſequence to an army, 


as wind to a wind-mill. The wings can't be ſet in motion 


without us. | 
Fife, Marry, that's true, and if two armies ever meet 


without coming to blows, nothing but our abſence can 
de the occaſion of it, the only way to reſtore true har- 
mony is, to take away our muſic, 


Enter a Corporal and /ix Soldiers. 

Sold, Come along, iy boys, now for the news. 

Corp. Silence. 2 

Sold. Ay, ſilence. | * 

Corp. Hold your peace there, and liften to what I am 
going to inform you—now——who am I ? 

Sold. Our corporal—Alick Pufft—our corporal. 

Corp. Oho, am I ſo—then obey my orders ye riotous 
raſcals, and keep your tongues between the few teeth the 
civil wars have been civil enough to leave you.— What, 
is it for a parcel of pitiful privates to gabble before their 
ſuperior officers—know yourſelves, for a parcel of igno- 
rant boobies, and don't forget that I'm at the head of you. 

Drum. But prithee, good maſter corporal, what news? 

Corp. Aye, there now it is, good maſter corporal, and 
ſweet maſter corporal, the news—and'who is to tell it 


but I, and what do I ever get by it? 


Fife, Come, come, you ſhall have our thanks with 


all our hearts—we promiſe you that. 


Sold. Aye, aye, that ye ſhall—now for it. 


Corp. 


the 
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chal of Normandy—and. the Lord Duke of Somerſet and 


A 2 } 
Corp. Why then, yowll all have your throats cut be- 
fore to-morrow morning. 
Sold. How | ag 
Drum. Then. Ä) ß 
Corp. See there now, juſt as I expected, after ail 1 
have unparted merely for your pleaſure and ſatisfaRtion—" 
not a man among ye has the gratitude to ſay thank ye, 
thank'ye corporal, for your kind information. 
Drum, But is the enemy at hand? -* 
Corp. No matter—mum—only when the buſineſs is 
over with you, and you are all ſtiff in the field do me 
the credit to ſay, I was the firſt that told you it would 
happen, 1 Alexander Puff, corporal. ta king Henry the 
ſixth, heavens bleſs him ! in his majeſty's camp at Hex- 
ham, in Northumberland. , 
Fife. Well, tho? they do muſter ſtrong, we may make 
Edward's party ſkip, if we have but juſtice on our ſide. 
Corp. Well ſaid, Mr. Wiſevacre-—juſtice, no, no, 
might overcome right now- a-days, bully rebellion has 


% 


almoſt frightened puny juſtice out of her wits, and when 


ſhe ventures to weigh cauſes, her hand trembles ſo, that 
half the merits tumble out of the ſcale. „ 
Fife, But ſtill 1 ſaxy. 
Corp, Say, ſay no more, but take care of yourſelf in the 


battle; that's all, “blood if the enemy were to find your 


little taper dry carcaſe pink full of round holes, they'd 
miſtake yon for your own hfe—but remember this, my 
lads, Edward of York has again ſhov'd king Henry from 
his poſſeſſions, and ſquatted his own uſurping beg- 
garly galligaſkins in the clean feat of ſovereignty. Here 
are we, brave fellows of Hexham, come to place him on 
the ſtool of repentanee—and, there's our king at the 
head of us—and there's his noble conſort, the ſword: and 
buckler, Queen Margaret—and there's the Lord Seneſ- 


the lord knows who. The enemy are at hand with a 
thumping power So up courage and to loggerheads e go 
for it. Huz a for the red roſe and the houſeof Lancaſter, 

Soldiers. Huzza! huzza! huzza! | 


SONG. 


1 


> 
| Gag 


— — — 
- — — — — * 


(| 


1 w 1 
8 


MY tight fellow-ſoldiers prepare for your foes, 
Fight away for the cauſe of the jolly red roſe; 


| News flinch while you live, ſhou'd you meet with your 


death, 
There's no fear that, van run, you l be quite out of 
breath, 


Then be true to your ele the 188 es 
And the laurel entwine with the jolly. red roſe. 


He who follows for honour the drum or the fife 
May perhaps have the luck to get honour for life, 
And he who for money makes fighting his trade, 


Let bim now face the foe, he'll be handſomely paid. 


Chorus, — Then be true, Se. 


Tho! bullets like bail-fiones ſhou'd whiz round our ears, 


Each man muſt puſn on when his orders he hears; 7 
March will ſoon be the word, be who ſtops 1 is in fault, | 


When the battle is o'er, -yow'tr ai b ye halt. 
Chorus Then be true, Cc. 


The fig ht fairly done, my brave boys of the blade, 
How we'll talk oer our cups of the havock we've made, 
How we'll talk if we once kill a captain ortwo. 


Or a hundred brave fellows whom nobody knew, 
Chorus — Then be true, &c. [Exeunt, 


S C EN E Queen Margaret s Tent, 


Enter Fool, /inging. 


A learned ſage in days of yore, 
A choice example ſet us, 


 Whate'er was right or wrong before, 


Whate'er might teize or fret us, 
His pliant temper turns at will, 


Self. eaſe his Oe paſſion, | ta : 


He's 


8 


Show'd roſes white and red decay, | 


| T mm J 
He'd preach, or ſave, or fight, orkill, 
Juſt as it was the faſhion, „ 

1 855 Then hey for the red roſe, 
The bonny, bonny, red roſe, 

The ſweeteſt roſe 

That ſummer blows, 

Is the ſweet bonny red roſe. _ 


So when the enemy, ſmoaking hot, 
With war and blood comes reeking, 
With head in brazen ſkillet got, 
Lou tremble while he's ſpeaking. 
With zounds and fire, you crouching cur, 
On which fide do you battle? 
On yours, my white roſe, worthy fir, 
W'1l flay both men and cattle, 
Then hey for the white roſe, 
The bonny, bonny, white roſe, 
Twas ne'er denied, 
JJ mode. ' © 
1s ſtill the bonny white roſe, 


And lillies live the longeſt, 
Or drooping tulips ferce their way, 
. Tom fool ſhall join the ſtrongeſt. 
As taylors ſtill muſt ſtrive to Hive, 
Were doublets out of faſhion, . 
And collars high and moſtrous craws, 
Become a TROY paſſion. | 
| hen hey for the red roſe, 
Or, the bonny white roſe, 
Or any roſe that faves from blows, 
Tom Fool is for the right roſe. 


Queen Margaret has fhelter'd me from the peltings of 
fortune this many a year—and now the pelting has da- 
maged my ſhelter—but till I ſtick to it and more ſim. 
pleton I, to Rand like a thin clad booby in a hard 3 ? 


I mn 1] 
under an unroof'd pent-houſe. Truly for a fool of expe- F 
rience I have but little wiſdom, and yet a camp ſuits well you 
with my humour take away the fight ing—the ſleeping in A 
a heid—the bad fare—the long marches and the ſhort pay, for t 
and a ſoldier is a rare merry life! Here come two more the 


muſterers; troth we have need of 'em, for conſidering the C 
| goodneſs of the cauſe, they drop in as ſparingly as mites pie « 
] in a poor box. | | (Reitres ups 2 

Enter Adeline and Gregory. - cad 

Adel. Tremble not now Gregory for your life! Ay; 
Greg. Lord, Mxam, that's the only thing I do trem- ROS 
ble for—lf I had as many lives as a cat, I muſt borrow "OY 

a tenth, I fancy, to carry me out of this place 

Adel. Pooh, prithee, we are here among friends; did 9 


not you mark the courteſy of the centinels, who. upon g 

ſignifying our intentions, bid us paſs on till we ſhould TR 

find a leader to whom we might tender our ſervices, FOR 
Greg. (Pointing to the fool) Oh, and there he is, I 


ſuppoſe; wercy. on us, he's a terrible looking fellow !— par 
His cbat has been ſo pepper'd with muſket ſhot in the Ms 
wars, that it is patch'd from the very top to the bottom. Sg 


Adel. Tut, tut, man, your fears have made you blind. 
This motley gentleman's occupation has nothing terrible MW Eu 
in't, I'll anſwer for it—we'laccoſt him--How nowfellow ! 

Fool. How now, Fool. TM 7 
Adel. What, firrah, call you me fool? * 


Fool, Faith, may 1 fir, when yon call me fellow, hail I pios 

to ye ſir—ye are very well met, nay you need not be 0 

aſhamed ef me for a companion. Simple though I ſeem "Ver 

we fools come of a great family, with a number of rich ary 
relations. . + —_ 
Adel. Why do you follow the camps, fool? hoo 


Fool. For the ſame reaſon that a blind beggar follows, hon 
his dog. Though it may lead me where my neck may be ©, 
broke, I can't get en in the world without it, You, fir, | @, 


I take it, are come like me to ſhoot at the enemy. i wii 
Adel. I come partly indeed, among other purpoſes, to ca- 
offer my weak ald to the camp. e it 


N vel, 


YO. 
ell 
in 


Ys 
re 


he 


es 


Po 


ble of vouching for me, 


{ng Y 

Fool. Your weakneſs, . fir, acts marvellöus wiſely; . 
you'll be the clean ſnav'd Neſtor (the regiment, 

Adel. If I could find your leader, I would vouch too 
for the integrity of this my follower, to be received into 
the ranks. | 

Greg. Oh no, you need not put yourſelf. to the trou- 


Fool. Right, fer your knave when great folks have oc- 
caſion for him, is received with little enquiry into his 
charafter—marry let an honeſt man lack their affiſtance - 
and ſtarving ſtares him in the face for want of a recom- 
mendation. _ RS | 

Adel. Lead us to your general, and you ſhall be well 
remember'd by me. „ 

Fool, Wy as to a general, I can ſtand you un little 
ſtead, but if ſuch a ſimple thing as a queen can contend 
ye, I am your only man — for being a proper fellow and 
achege tickler up of a lady's fancy may chance to puſh 
your fortune as far as another—truly you fell into good 
hands when you ſtumbl'd on me—l am one of the fools. 
that have intereſt at court. ¶ Hlouriſh Stand back, here 
comes royalty. 


Enter Queen, Somerſet, . La Varenne, and Soldiers“ 
: from the Tent, PE 
Somer; Here if 'it pleaſe you, madim, we'll debate—- 

our tended councils but: diſturb the king, and break his + 

pjous meditations. TE | 
Queen. True Somerſet, for ſome there are that idly. 

ſtretch'd upon the baak of life, ſleep till the ſtream runs 
dry —is't not vexatious that. frolic nature, as it were in 
mockery, ſhould in the rough and luſty mould of man- 
bood incraſt a feeble mind? Activity, quick jealouſy oc 
bhonour; emulation are man's imperial attributes? A mo- 
narch tow'ring in royal ſtrength, like Jove's proud eagle, 
ſhould boaſt ſuch bold and lofty flights of ſpirit—that 

while he ſoars, the o'er rained ſtrings of vifion ſhall i 

crack with gazing, Heaven and earth—it mads me to» 

Witneſs this lupinenets } Well cn. me muſt. zeſt the 7 
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of war. Aſſiſt me then ye powers of juſt revenge—fix 


deep the memory of injured majeſty—heat my glowing 
fancy, with all the glittering pride of high dominion, 


as ko 
fcr c 


that when we meet the traitors who uſurp'd it, my breaſt 3 
{hall ſwell with ery en and four | me ou to gathe 
enterprize. to o 

La. Var. Oh happy the knight who weilds his ſword WW throu 


for ſuch 2 miſtreſs! I cannot but be proud—when late in I },. 1; 
Normandy your grace demanded ſuccour of my country- 


Fo 
men, and beauty in difireſs ſhone like the fun piercing a gallo 
ſumwer's cloud, 1 {aid well our French blood (ever poor 
prone to mount) danced in our veins, with more than Sen 
common lightneſs. Then was I the honour'd cavalier— did , 
a royal lady choſe, from the flowers of our nobility—to WW heave 
right her caule and puniſh her oppreſſions. 8 


Queen. Thanks, La Varenne, our cauſe is 3 to 2 
vou, and my particular bond of obligation 3 is ſtamp'd with 1 75 
the warm ea} of gratitude. Your's is a high and gallant | 


ſpirit, lord! ;mpatient of inaction, even in peace it mani- By 
felts its owner, For! found you in France that nurſe of che 
courteſey our ſex's foremoſt champion in the tournament, ¶ reput 
18 05 away the prize, that vou might lay” t at ſome fair u oy 
Jady's feet. Thus in rehearſfal—training the martial bene 
Wild to feats of chiy alry, that when occaſion calls for Ta 
real ſe vice, it ever was found ready wit neſs the troops 9 


you led to aftion—ſay lords, think you not, that theſe Fa 
our hot bred Normans, mingled with our hardy Scottiſh 


friends, (like fire in flint) will when the iron hand of You 
battle ſtiikes— produce fuch hot and vival ſparks of va- 8 
lour-—that the pale Houle of York—: ghaſt with tea” „not! 
mall periſh in the flame it raſhly kindled, 3 
Sommer. Madam our hopes are high as your s, when ek 
roy al beauty, joined to royal courage, ſmiles in our camp N wor! 
and animates our ſoldiers, we may hope every thing— Ws 
the troops lock chearily and promiſe us ſucceſs, 3 


f L Var. N dunht, ho doubt—wou'd that the foe were © 

Conn when our bright words {hall end the contuit=- fincel 

Pledg'd myſelfto ght this cauſe—cclay's as wk! ome to me 
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as to the mettled bey. contrated to the nymph he burns 
hen cold blocd-4d age procraſtinates the marriage 
fer ceremony. . | Ds 

Queen. The time's at hand my lord, the enemy hear- 


ing of ſuccours daily flocking to us, is marching, as I 


gather towards our camp; therefore good Seneſchal, look 


to our troops keep all our men in readineſs—ride 
throughout the ranks and cheer the ſoldiery. Come buſtle, 
buſtle; how now firrah, how came you here {to the Fool, 

Fool. Willy, nilly, madam, as the thief came to the 
gallows—as I am a modeſt gueſt here, madam, with a 


poor ſtomach for fighting, and need a deal of prefling . 


before I fall too. When providence made plumbers, it 


did very wiely to leave me out of the number, for 


heaven knows ] take but little delight in lead; but here 


are two who comes to trafhe in. that commodity. ub 


Queen. How mean. you fir, —what-are theſe men? 
Fool. Swelling ſpirits, madam, with ſhrunk fortunes 
as I take it—as painful to the owners as gouty legs in 
a tight boot; but if a man's word is not to be taken in 
the world, he's forc'd to come to blows to keep up a 
reputation, Poverty without ſpirit—lets in the froſt 
upon him—worſe than a crazy portal at Chriſtmas, 80 
here are a couple of warp'd doors in the, foul weather of 
adverſity, madam, who want to be liſted, 

Queen. I never fawa youth of better promiſe but ay, 
young man—ſerve you here wiliingly in theſe our wars. 

Adel Yes, madam, if it pleaſe you, and if my youth, 
ſhould lack ability, I do beſeech you det my honeſt will 
atone for its defects—yet I will ſay, and yet I would 
not boaſt, that a weak boy may ſhew you he is Zealous 
for your ſervice. For tho' but green in ycars, alas, 


misfortunes have fo ſorely wrung my heart, and proud 


world bluſh cer while I ſpeak it—muſt kno:v what 'ts 
to ſuffer o*cr its thoughtleſs breaſt,” callous in happineſs 
—can warm with feeling for others in diſtreſs. | 
Queen. Poor youth, I pity thee, and yet for the wil? 
lingneſs, which I eſteem, in friendly working, more 
a ' ; B 2 than 


Tak 

than if thou brought the ſtrength of Hercules to nerve 
our battle. Should the juſt heavens ſmile on our en- 
. deayours, I will nc&(truſt my youth) forget thee. 


Enter a Meflenger. 
Mefſen. Now the news. The enemy approaches ma. 
dam, on the next hill--but a ſhort mile from hence 
; their colours wave. | 
La Ver. Now then for the iſſue. 
Queen. Hah, ſo near, who is it lea]s their power? 
Meſſ. The Marquis of Montague, ſo pleaſe your majeſty, 


Sucen. Then he ſhall find us ready. Now, my lords; 


remember half our hopes reſts on this onſet, Soine one 

prepare the king. (Ex:t Soldier up flage.) If on the 
border of 'England—here we cut but boldly thro' the 
troops oppoſal, to interrupt our paſſage, the after-work 
is eaſy ; where's my young ſon ? Then like a rolling flood 
that once has broke its mound, we'll pour upon the 
-affrighted . country—ſweeping all before us, in awful 
heavineſs of power, till we have penetrated even to the 
very heart on't. Go bring the Prince of Wales now 
gallant ſoldiers fight luſtily to-day, and all the reſt i; 
port and holidays. | 


Euter a Soldier, with the Prince, from the Tent, 


Oh iny ſon, oh my boy, come to thy mother's boſom 
heaven, who ſees the anxious working of a parent'; 
heart, knows what I feel for thee—alas, it grieves me 
ſore to have thee here, my child; the rough uvkindly 
blaſts of ruthleſs war ſuit not thy tender years. 

Prince, Why, mather—muſt I not be a ſoldier, and 
tis time I ſhould begin my exerciſe ; bye and bye; 'twill 
be too late to learn; and yet I wiſh I was bigger now for 
your ſake, mother. : | . c 

Queen. Why boy? g 

Prince. Oh you know well enough, for all your aſk- 
:ing—do you think if 1 were ſtrong. enough to fight I'd 
let theſe raw-boned fellows plague you fo. | 


Queen. 


nerve 
r. en · 
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deen. My ſweet brave boy come lords and gentle. 


men, let us go chearfully to work. If woman, in whoſe 


weak yielding breaſt, nature puts forth her ſofteſt com- 
poſition, can ſhake off her idle fears, what may not you 
perform; and you ſhall ſee me now (ſteeled by the occa- 
ſion) ſo far unſex myfelf, that tho' grim death, breaking 
the pale of time, fhall ſtride the field with ſtaughterous 
ſtep, and prematurely plunge his dart in vigorous bo- 
ſoms, till the earth is purple dy'd in gore—ſtill will I 
ſtand, fixed as the oak when the tempeſt ſweeps the foreſt; 
but ſtill one woman's fear—one touch of nature, tugs at 
my heart ftrings—'tis for thee my child—oh ! may the 
white-rob'd angel, that watches over baby innocence, 
hear a fond mother's prayer, and in the battle's heat 
calt his protecting mantle round thee On away. | Exit, 


Manet Gregory. 
I ſhall never know how to ſet about the buſineſs, I 


am put upon; of all the ſports of the field never went 


a man-ſhooting before in all my life] and yet when the 
lady with the braſs baſon on her head begins to talk 
big, there's a warm glow about one—that egad I begin 
to think it's courage; for I don't know how to deſcribe 
it, and never felt any thing like it before. {Trumpet 
ſounds.) Lounds! no it an't—if it is my courage is of a 
plaguey hot nature, for the very ſound of a battle has 
thrown me into a perſpiration. Oh my poor riſtreſs— 
man I wiſh we were at home, and I was comfortably 
laid up in our damp garret, with a fine twinging fit of the 
rheumatiſm. {Trumpet ſounds.) Mercy on us, here's a 
whole poſſe too—coming the other way 'm in for't— 
but if there is ſuch a thing as the proteCting mantle, 
ſhe talk'd of— hope it is a pure large one that there 
may be room enough to lap up me and my poor miſtreſs 
in the tail of it. [ Ex:t, 
SCENE=—The field — Alarms. 
Enter La Varenne, follow'd by Fool. 


La Var. Death and ſhame ? are theſe the rough and 
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hardy northern men, that were to back my Normans. 
Why they flew like ſKimming ſhadows o'er a mountain's 
fide—claſhed by the fun. | | 

Fool. Trve, the heat of the battle's too ſtrong for cold 
conſtitutions, | | 
La Var. (gives a ring.) Here ſirrah, take this token to 
the king, go with your utmoſt ipeed—entreat him quickly 
to bring his forces in reſerve, This one effort reſtores or 
kills our hopes—yet l'll fight all out—l'll ſh:ke theſe 
pillows of the white-roſe-houſe, till the whole building 
totters—tho' its fall ſhould cruſh me inthe ruins, 
g | [ Ext, 
Fool. Well ſaid Sampſon, that's a bold fellow and I 
aim of his fide—red roſes for ever. ; 


Enter a Soldier of the white. roſe, 


| Sold. Now icllow ſpeak—tell me who you fight for. 
| Foot, Marry will I, willingly—pray can'ſt tell me who 
| 5 


— wo rn —— a a 


has the beſt of the battle? 


Fool. Thank'y friend—paſs on—!l am on your tide, 
Exit Soldier.) A low clown now might ſtagger at this 
thifting ; but your true court bred fool always cuts the 

cloth of his conſcience to the faſhion of the times. [ Exit. 
Enter Adeline and Gregory, ha/!ily, 

Gres, Run, run, madam, follow a blockhead's advice, 
and run, or it's all over with us, 3 

Adel. Whither ſball I fly? Fatigues and deſpair, fo 
wear and preſs me, I ſcarce know what courſe to take. 
Greg, Take to your legs, madam, get on now, or 
we ſhall never be able to get off come my dear good 
lady Adeline lord, lord only fee what little reſolution 
ſome people have, that they won't run away when there's 
danger. ( Shout.) Ah, plague of your ſhouting, ſince 

they mvſt make ſoldiers cf us—the light troops againſt 
| the field, 1 fay. 

Exit Helping off Adeline. 

Alarm- bout and retreat ſounded. 


Enier 


[Exit 


Sold. I he white roſe to be ſure we are the ſtrongeſt. | 
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Euter Marquis of Montague, Warwick, and all the 
white roſe party, at the top, in froceſſicn, 

Maur. Chearily, my valient friends. the field is ours 
the ſcattered roſes of the Lancaſters now deeper tin ed bluſh 
a double red, in thame of this defeat oh this wilt much 
rejoice king Ldward— ay ha any friend made Henry ſure. 

War. He has eicap' alone, my lord; and Margaret, 
who with ber little fon, went handen hand hovering 


about the field, with anxious hope, even io the very 


laſt !-When ſhe perceived her lines broke thro'—her 
troops almoſt diſperſed, the hung upon her boy, in ſilent 
anguiſh, till the big tears drop'd on his lilly neck—then 
kiſing him, as by a ſudden impulſe, which mothers feel 
—ſhe ſnatched him to her h-art, and flew with her young 
treaſure in her arms. And nature ſo ſpoke in't, that our 
very ſoldiers were ſoftened at the ſcene, and dulled wit 
pity—grew giſh in purſuit, 1 | | 

lar, Well, let *em go, their cauſe is now become ſo 
weak and ſickly, that tho' the head exiſts to plot freſh 
miſchiefs—they will want freſh limbs to execute, Their 
houſe once ſtrong and mighty, muſt like a palſied Her- 
cules, lament that now it has outliv'd its powers; mean 
time as we return in pride of conqueſt, let us impreſs the 
minds of Engliſhmen, with new won glories of the Houſe 
of York. Strike drum—ſound trumpet. Let the air be 
ent with high and martial ſongs of victory. 


FINALE and CHORUS. 


Strike, the god of conqueſts ſheds 
His choiceſt laurels on his heads; 
Mars, with fury darting eye, | 
Smooths his brow and ſtalks before us; 
Leading our triumphant chorus, 
| Hand in hand with victory; 
And hark the thundering drum, 
And fife's ſhrill tone, 
With brazen trumpets clang; 
Proclaim the day our own, 
. CHORUS, 
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Dread Balona, proud to ſing, 
Fears that gain a doubtleſs name 
Bids bright fame on joyous wing, 
Spread around the glorious theme. 
Ep OF ACT THE FIRST, 


—— 


aA CT 
S CENE—A Cave. 


Twelve Robbers a:/covered drinking and carouſing, 


When Arthur firſt at court began 


To wear long hanging ſleeves, 
He entertain'd the ſerving men, 
And all of them were thieves. 


The firſt he was an Iriſhman, 
The ſecond was a Scot, 


The third he was a Welchman, 


And all of them were thieves. 


The Iriſhman loved uſquebaugh, 


The Scot loved ale called llew oy, 
The Welchman he lov'd toaſted cheeſe, 

And made his mouth like a mouſe-trap 
Uſquebaugh burnt the Iriſhman, 

The Scot was drown'd in ale, 


The Welchman had like to be chok'd with a mouſe. 


But he pull'd her out by the tail. 


1ſt Rob. Sung like true and noble boys of plunder ! 
Isn't this free-booting ſpirit better than leading a cowardly 
life of muſty regularity ? Honeſty is a ſcarce and tender 
commodity, that periſhes almoſt as ſoon as it appears— 
the rich man is not known to have it, for fortune has 
never put him to the teſt, and the poor blockhead that 
boaſts on't dies for hunger in proving it. ITE. 
ad Rob. Right: It is but a fever in the blood that ſoon 
| | kills 


fever, when honeſty's the caſe, only call in poverty as 


to knock down the rich fools in the foreſt—uſt as it 
gives rich fools ſpirits to ſally forth and break poor 


whole proviſion for his journey, viz. one crack'd angel, 


* 
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kills the patient if it is not 'expelled; I had the 
fever once, £ | 
3d Rob. And what was your cure for it ? 


2d Rob, Starving ; ever while you live ftarve your 


phyſician, and the diſeaſe ſoon yields to his preſcription, 

1ſt, Ros. Pſhaw! Plagus on your phyſic—an't we 
taking our wine in the full vigour of roguery—this it 
is holding the bottle that determines your poor knaves 


knaves heads in the town. - Come, as I'm a lieutenant, 
and our captain's prowling, let's to bufinefs read over 
the liſts of our yeſterday's booties. 

34 Rob. Agreed ; but firſt, one more round, one 
health, one general health, and then we'll to it. 

1ſt Rob. Here it is then; here's a ſhort, little, ſnug, 
general health that fits moſt humours——it ſuits your 
ſoldier, your tithe- parſon, your lawyer, your politician, 
juſt as well as your robber. Ow 

All. Now for it! Te: 

1k Rob. Plunder I /driz ks 

All. Plunder! (drink. ) 
Iſt Reb, And now for the liſt, 
2d Rob. {FReads.) “ Hexham Foreſt, May 14, 1462. 
Taken from a ſingle lady on a bad nag. eleven pounds 
four groats, and a portmanteau.” —** She ſeemed marvel- 
ouſly frightened, and whiſpered thanks privately for her 
delivery.” . 2 
iſt Rob. No uncommon caſe—ſhe is not the firſt ſingle 
lady who has been delivered, and whiſper'd thanks for it 
in private. 

2d Rob. From a Scotch laird, on his way from Bon- 
don to Inverneſs, by Phillip Thunder, in gloves 


—— 
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and two ſticks of brimſtone, 
1ſt Rob, Who has his horſe? 
2d Keb. No one, he travelled on foot. From a pair 
Sh of 
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{22 J 


of juſtices of the peace, a foundered mare, a blind geld- 
ing, two doublets, and a hundred inarks in Selber 
were tied back to back.“ 

iſt Rob. Good; it is but right, that 8 who bind 
over ſo many ſhou'd at laſt be bound over themſelves; 
and a wiſe thief is ever bound in juſtice to put a fooliſh 
juſtice in binding. 

2d Reb. © Back to back and hoodwink'd” 
left lamenting their hard fate in the foreſt. . 
It, Rob. Lament? Oh villains! to be in the commiſ- 
ſion of the peace, and not know that juſtice ſhould always 
be blind! Are there any more? 


—they were 


ſav'd himſelf by flight. 

aft Rob. The 1275 fortune his- few fat friars, I fear, 
will have he luck to be /aV'd— What did he yield? 

2d Rob. The rope from his middle a bottle of ſack 
from his boſom—and a link of hog's puddings pull'd out 
of histeft ſleeve.“ 

i Rob. God a mercy Friar! for the ſack and ſauſages, 
they ſhallbe ſhar'd merrily among us—and for the rope 
COme— enn 't think of that n iW. CA. le horn ſound) ), 
Hark ! there s our captain's horn! faith, for one who [I 
ſuſpect is married, he chuſes an odd Genal of approach, 

2d Reb. Why tho' he may be married, he's.no milk- 
fop! and I warrant him when he's on duty and robbing 
among us he quite forge:s his wife, as an honeſt man 
ſhou'd do, — He has join'd us but a ſhort time, yet egad 


he heads us nobly —he'll pluck ye a thouſand crowns from | 


a rich fellow's pocket with one hand, and throw his 
ſhare of em into a hungry beggar” $ hat with the other. 


Euter Gondibert. 


{Ai riſe.) Hail noble captain! 

Gord, How now, my bold and rugged companions ! 
What has been done in my abſence ? 
iſt Rob, Oh, Sir, a deal of buſineſs We have been 
paſhing down old (cores, and getting vigour for new— 


We 


2d Rob. Only a fat friar, who was half ET and 
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we have had a cup for every breach of the law we have 
committed — Marry, Sir, ours is a rare cellar to ſtand 
fuch a ſoaking. | 

G:::4d, Now then to a bufin«is of greater imvort,—-[ 
have been lurking about the camp here on the tkirts of 
the foreſt— tlie parties met and a bet va'tle enſued. It 
was a long time fought with ſuch ſtubborn courage, that 
as I ſtood obſerving it. the {pirit of war, pent up within 
me, had well mgh burſt my brea*—twenty times I was 
on the point of bros ins from my ſhelter and joining 
combat, but I ain plc odge d to you, my tellows—that 
1 I thought feſtraiu'd me. 
2d. Rob. Oh, noble captain! but who has conquer'd ? 

Gond. Aye, there it is ——&S'death and fury |! my 
blood boiled to ſee it—the dull upſtart raſcals cut thro? 
the ranks as if—Oh, plague on their well-teeding !— 

I we had carried it elſe—all the world to nothing. 
2d Rab. We! why, what is it to us, who has got the 
day—do but tell us who? 

Gond. I had forgot—The Lancaſters are defeated, 
their ſoldiers routed, and many of their leaders dif pers d 
[ about the country. Some no doubt are in the foreſt—— 
uſurping war never glutted on a richer banquet. 

rit Rob. Why it ſeems to have bern a pretty feaſt— 
and the beſt on't is, now it's over,—we {hall come in 
for the picking of the bones. 

\ Gond; It may beſo; you all, I know, will. exp" a 
rich booty, and theſe whom we {hall meet, will proba- 
bly, from the unſettled nature of the times bear their 
whole wealth about their perſons ; but they are brave and 
have been opprcis' d—dJifappointment therefore, and their 
lituation may cauſe em to Sht intheir defence like heroes. 
2d Rob. Nay, an' they fight like devils, they'll find 
| we can match em in courage. Put me to any proof 
you pleaſe, and they ſhall ſoon hind me a man. 

God Then prove it, friend, by pity for the unfor- 
tunate—believe me, comrades; he bas little better to 
boalt than a brute, who cannot temper his courage with 
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feding—And now, as our expedition is at hand, let each 
of you obſerve my orders.—if there be any whoſe ap- 
. pearance denotes a more than common birth, treat him 
with due reſpect, and conduct him to my cave——as to. 
the plunder, our wild life obliges us to exact from the 
way-worn paſſenger; on this occafion, prithee good com. 
rades, take ſparingly, and uſe your priſoners generoufly. 
4th Rob. *Sblood ! this captain of ours, had better take 

to the pulpit than the road—if he muſt preach ſo plaguily 
about generoſity, he might at leaſt pay for at out of his 
own pocket. - 

 Gond. . Who's he that dares: to mutter? Come forth: 
thou wretch, thus do J puniſh mutiny and preſumption 
{pulls him down.. and holds his ſword over him) 

4th Rob. Mercy, good captain, mercy !' 
| Cond. Well take it—tho' thou deſerv'ſt none, and 
learn from this, thou poor baſe reptile, how to ſhew 
0 mercy on others, whom fortune places in thy power. 
| Now friends, all to your poſts I ſhall go forth alone 
poou have your orders and 1 know-you'll obey 'em ſtrictly 
|  —the night ſteals on apace, and the angry clouds threat- 
| ening a ſtorm, add to the. awful gloom of che foreſt—- 
i away boys, and be ſteady. 
'Y 1ſt Rob. As rocks, captain—come bullies, all to your 
| duties, keep your ears and loſe your tongues—liſten in 
fllence for the tread of a paſſenger; ang. when he's near 
enough, ſpring upon him like fo many cats at amouſe hole. 
E 
Lurk, lurk o'er the green ſward, 
Mum, mum, mum let us be; 

4 | Lurk and mum's the word for you and me, 

1 Through the brake, thro' the wood 
Proul, proul around . 
We watch their footſteps, 

With ears to the ground. 


Court . 


[ Exeunt.: 
Gond. Here is another moment ſnatch'd1 a ſhort one 
40 commune with myſelt—yet why mould þ think! why 
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court conſuming ſorrow to my boſom ! which like the 
nurſling pelican, drinks the blood of its fond cheriſher— 
why rather ſhou'd not turbulence of action, ſhake off 
the tax of tyrannous remembrance ? * Tis not the mere 
and actual ſuffering that bends the noble ſpirit to the 
earth, and cracks the proud heart's chord—the priſoner 
whoſe feveriſh limbs for many a long, long year, no 
ſummer breeze has, fanned, might ſtill be patient, did 
not remembrance, yok'd with curs'd compatlion, enter 
his dungeon walls, and conjure up the ſhadow of pait 
joys; then thought on thought, like molten lead, runs 
thro' the wretch's brain, and burning fancy mads 
him! Remembrance hence ! how baneful - art thou to 
me, when this courſe muſt be thy antidote; I'll thro? 
the foreſt and ſeek theſe wanderers : fell necefity, and 
the rude band that I am link'd to, demand that I fhou'd 
prey on them—yet ſtill my heart leans to'em, tho? their 
fatal cauſe has ſhorn me to the quick—for them I fled 
my home—my dear loy'd—Oh peace, Gondibert; touch 
not that ſtring—if I muſt think, I'Il think that heaven 
will one day ſmile. 8 e [ Exit, 


SCENE -A cut Mood. 
Enter Adeline and Gregory. | 
Greg. Gently, good madam, gently for the love of 


corns, where is it you mean to go to? | 
Adel, Even where chance ſhall carry us, Gregory. 
Greg, Faith, madam, and if chance would carry us, 
it would be doing us a great favour, for we have walk'd 
far enough in all conſcience - | 
Adel. Then here my good fellow, we muſt reſt ourſelves. 
Greg, Here! what in the wood, and night coming on! 
Adel. Good faith even here! for neceſſity demands it; 
we muſt paſs the night, and in the morning the ring- 
dove cooing to its mate, will wake us to our labour 
this is a retreat, were but the mind at eaſe, a king might 
well repoſe in. n : 
Greg, It muſt be . ee then—if we 


havu't 


| 26 J 

havn't ſome of his graſs-eating qualities, we ſhall. find 
ourſelves bad off for a ſupper—'tis ten to one too but we 
may wander here for a week, without finding our way 
out again. | | 

Adel. Oh this world, this world! I'm weary on't— 
wou'd I had been ſome villager—'twere well now to be 
a ſhepherd's boy—he has no cares, but while his ſheep 
brouze on the mountain's ſide, with vacant mind. happy 
in ignorance, he ſinks to fleep, o'ercanopied with heaven, 
and makes the turf his pillow. 8 

Greg. Yes, but he has plaguey damp ſheets for all that 


—Þ'd exchange all the turf and ſky in the country, for a 


unl-fs I cou'd fee ſome of their claws {tuck up thro? the 
holes of a brown pie-cruſt, | 

Adel, Fic, Gregory! prithee be content, think that 
we are happy in this foreſt, in having thus eſcap'd the 
enemy's fire, and be grateful in the change. 

Greg Why, we are out of the fire to be ſure ; but 
make the beſt we can on't, we are ſtill in the frying-pan 
—and ſtarving is one of thoſe bleſſings, for whick-peo- 
ple are not very apt to be thankſul—but we have eſcap'd 
a killing —fo i e'en be content as long as there's comfort 
in companion—] ſtumbled over a fat trumpeter in the 
field, ſtript and plunder'd, with his ſkin full of bullets— 
well, 'm thankful yet—mine's a marveilous happy lot 
to be better than a dead trumpeter. 


belt diſpoſe of ourſelves till morning. 
Greg. Nay, theie's no need for much conſideration, 
the;e's little diſtinEtion of apartments here, madam— we 


will be pare and airy, | warrant 'em. 
Adel. Peace, fool! nor let thy grofſer mind, half fears, 
ha: city, thus trifle with my teeliugs—I have borne 
up againſt afflicti- "till harg'd boſom 
INE ip àgalnft AMICUONS HILINY OVCICUATrg OIOIN can 
contain no longei—(Cuceps. 


5 Greg. 


good barn and blanket, and*as for the cooing doves, 
I wou'd not give a crack'd teſter, for a foreſt full of 'm, 


Adel. Trace now, Gregory, and conſider how we can 


ma'! both flecp on the ground floor, and our lodgings 
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Greg. Oh the father! look if my poor dear lady be 
not a weeping—why, madam lady Adcline—dear ma- 
dam—Pm but a fool, as you ſay, but I'm as honeſt and 
as faithful as the greateſt knave of em all—havnt | tigh'd, 
faited, fought, and run away to ihew you I'd ſtand by 
you to the laſt ? and havint ! 

Adel. Prithee, no more, Gregory, bear with my poor 
honeſty dear with my pertiſÞnefs—tor now and then 
the tongue of diſappointment wil needs let fall ſome of 
the acid drops which miſery {prinkles the heart withal, 

Greg. Now, muſt I play the comforter—why, lod, 

madam, I think when a body comes to be uſed to it a 
little, this foreſt mult be a ſweet, din Zy, retired, gloomy, 
pleaſant fort of a place—b-+fides, what's one night-— 
fleeping wears it out—and II warrant we'll find ſuch 
ſong delicious beds of dry leaves fit rains hard) s bud, 
no, "I le—it rains like all the dogs and cats in the king- 
dom; there won't be a dry twig left large enough to 
ſhelter a cock. chaffer, we ſhall both be fopp'd like two 
toaſts in a taakard. | 

Adel. W au, why ſhou'd fortune ſport with a weak 
woman! why, fickle goddeſs! wanton as boys who, in 
giddy cruelty, torture a filly fty before they kill it. 

Greg. Faith, ma'am, for that matter, 1 am but a blue- 
bottle of fortue's myſelt—and tho' furrow's dry, as they 
fay, this is a ſort of ſoaking that Care does not care to 
be moiſten'd with—if itwou'd rain good barrels of ale now, 
forrow wou'd not ſo much mind being out in the ſtorm. 
(thunders} No, forrow wou'd be diſappointed there too 
this rumbling is enough to flatten the fineſt beer thower, 
a man wou'd chuſe to take a wet in. Lord—iord, 
ma' am, do let's get out owt, if there is a hollow tree to 
be found /thunders, ) 

Adel. The thunder rolls awful on the ear, and firikes 
the ſoul with terror | while the blue light' aing darts 
thro' the thickeſt gloom an diſcovers to che traveller's 
aching ſight the mazes he mult tread—the plunderer too, 
catching the ſulphureous flaſh, explores his wretched 
prey and ſtalks to midnight murder. 


C 2 Greg, 


„„ 
_ Greg, Mercy on us, madam ! don't talk of that now, 
4 think on't, if we were to pick and chufe for a twelve. 

month, we cou'd not have pitched upon a more conve- 
nient place to be knocked down in,—— Shelter, dear, 
madam, ſhelter, | | 

Alel. Is it thus you ſtand by me, Gregory? You, 
who as you ſay, have fought for me; ſince your practice 
in battle, man, ] thought you had found valour enough. 

(The robbers appear behind thro' the trees, and advance 
during Gregory ſpeech) | Es 

Greg, Exacily enough, but not a morſel to ſpare—fo 
we'll *en look out for a place of fafety—not that I'm 
afrai! tho'—ſtand by you! Egad, if balf a dozen now 
of ſtout raw-bon'd tellows were to date to moleſt you, 
I'd make no more of whipping this dagger thro' their 
dirty lungs, than [J——_ 

Iſt Rob. Stand! | . | 

Frere, Oh, mercy ! I'm as dead a man as ever I was in 
my lite! | | 1 

Adel. Heavens !- where will my miſery end? Speak 

friends ! what would you have ! 

1ſt Rob. What you have, 

Adel. If *tis our lives you ſeek, they are ſo carewern, 
that in refigning them, we part with that which ſcarce 
is worth the keeping. | 1 | | 

Greg. *Tis very true indeed— pray don't take 'em gen- 
tlemen, they'll do you no kind of good, 

2d Kob. Peace? Sg | | 

iſt. Kch. Marry, a well favourd boy! ſay youth, 
whence came you, and whither bound? | 

Adel, I ſcarce know whither, but I came far inland, 
ſent by my father to the ware, his ſword the fole inhe- 
Titance his age can leave me. This was a faithful ſer- 
vant of our cottage, who in ſimple love has follow'd me. 


1ſt Rob, Well youth, be of good cheer—He who has 


little, has little to lote; and a ſoldier's pocket is ſeldom 
the lighter for emptying, Come, you muſt go both with 
us bring 'em to our captain's cave. . 
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Greg. Oh, lud! oh, lud! dear good, ſweet fac'd gen- 
tlemen! | | 

24 Rob. Peace, dolt and fear not; our captain's ho- 
nourabie |! 

Greg. Nay, that he muſt be, by his company 
but ſweet civil honeft gentlemen ———— Oh, confound 
theſe under ground apartments | We {hall never get out 
of 'm alive! Lord! lord; how hard it is upon a man to 
be forc'd to walk to his own burying. 


[Exit hurried if 
SCENE—— Another Grove= (Toon! ght. 2 
Enter Queen and Prince, 


een. Why, that's well done, my boy—ſo cheerly,! 


a | ſee too, the angry ſtorm $\[ubſuc: 2d 3 what thou 
cans't now be awcary, Ned? 

Prince. Sooth now, my legs ach fadly—my heart is 
light and freik tho, and mocks my legs for ach! ng IL 
wou'd J had your legs, and you my heart your heart 
fear me, mother is heavier far than mine. 

Qlleen. Doſt think fo, Ned: 

Prince. Ave, and I know ſo too; for I am in it. 

Queen. My dear wrong d cluld ! 

Prince. Prithee now, mother, don't grieve: for me, I 
warrant I ſhall hve to be a king yet. 

een. Alas, poon monkey! chou has Une canſe to 

be in love with greatnels-—thou haſt felt its miſeries fall 
early, 

Prince, Why. then you 3 Pre all its good to come. 

Suecu. Heaven grant it boy—tor tron dot prom ſe 
no 0} yo) his fofeſt will fecure us from the hatre.) of our 
enemies? here till the rage of war has ceas'd around us, 
i will watch o'er thee, Ned; he e guard tby ltz—the 
hope, The care, he, Joy: of mine! and when thy Har- 
raſ«'d limbs bave gaurd ther ph'ancy, we will reſu ne our 
talk; 3 tor f mutt: 80 thee a bd! nul walk acrols F orthum— 
derlarid, as far as Perwiek. boy 1 when we may meet gar 
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| i. 3 | 
ſcatter d Scottiſh friends - What ſay'ſt thou Ned, ſhould't 
Joy to ſee thy father ? | 
Prince. Ay, Mother—and tho' we know he has eſcap' 
the traitors, were we but ſure to find him there, I would 
ſet out direct, 1 

Queen. Reſt a day or two; for had'ſt thou ſtrength, 
the danger that ſurrounds prevents our venturing 
Come — on a little == we will go ſearch ſome moſs. 
grown cavern out, and there thou ſhalt repoſe thee, ſweet 
. Gondibert appears) Come, boy, take my hand. 

Gand. (advanting with his ſword drawn.) Advance no 
farther. | | 
Queen, Ha! who art thon, that com'ſt with murder. 
ous look, here in the duſky Loſom of the wood, to inter. 
cept our paſſage ? 

Gond. One of thoſe, who, ſtripp'd of all by an op- 
preſſing world, now make reprifals; if my looks are 
dark, they beſt explain my purpoſe, | 
Prince, Fly, fly mother, the villain, elſe, will kill us! 
Queen. Let us paſs—thou know'ſt us not—elſe would 
| there ſo much terror ſtill ſtrike thee of our perſon, that 
no matter—what cauſe haſt thou to ſtay me ? 

Gond. By wanting an oath ſworn to my fellows— re 
di ſappointmentdeſpair; came not here to partly, co 
lady — quickly yield up what you have, or go where 1 fo 
command. . 


| | ; m 
Aucen. Command! baſe ſlave! reduc'd to this 
Comman\ from thee thou worm I Hpaſſes him.) | In 
Can. ay, nay, you ffy not. —/eiæes the Prince.) of 
Qucen. O Heaven! my boy! ſtrike not on thy alle» 
giance ! Save him, 1 charge thee, fellow—fave my fon, ſe 
dhe fon of thy anointed king. : of 
Gond. My king! (drops the ſword.) 
Ducen. Aye, look and tremble ſlave. ag 
 Gond. | do indeed and though my ſword has never ti 
been unſheathed, face fate has link'd me to a lawlets 1 a 
band, but to intim date, not harm the paſſenger; 1 rather i 1 


wou' have plung'd its naked point into mine own boſom, 
than to have rais'd it thus do beiecch your pard-n 


* 


Pa 


and if aught wherein I may be capable of ſervice, cam 


and perilous riſk foever; for I have heard the fate of this 


5 ſhaken; Madam. 


his deſtruction — Say bat ſureties fellow have I of 


The zeal and duty for his monarch, feels not his breaſt 


E 


make atonement, you ſhall find me ready, be't at what blind 


day's battle; and ſhould a guide, whoſe dark and bag- 
gard fortune wraps him in humble ſeeming, be thought 
worthy in this the time's extremity, to direct your wan- 
dering fteps, my zeal ſhall prove itſelf warm and un- 


Queen. Thou mak'ſt amends; and the ſtrong tide of 
evils ruſhing in with rapid force upon us, well might 
urge us, like ſinking men, to graſp at idle ſhows YVaccept* 
thy fervice=yet thou may'ft be falſe, and lead my boy to- 


thy truth? 

Gond. Think on the awe inſpiring air that marks a 
royal brow, and make the traiterous foul ſhrink at its 
own ſuggeſtion ; and when care with envious weight in- 
vades the diadem, to aim an injury there—'twere mon- 
ſtruous baſeneſs! Oh long and ever, ever be there ſeen 
a heaven-gifted chain round majeſty, to draw confuſion 
-on the wretch who, watching a tranſient cloud, that 
dims its luſtre, dares think on his ſovereign with irreve- 
rence. —But more to bind me, Madam, to give you 
confidence—know, I have been your ſoldier, and have 
fought in this proud cauſe—ſome haply may remember 
me, when fortune's ſunſhine ſmil'd upon it. 

uveen, And now—for greatneſs ever has its fume 
mer friends, who, at the fall and winter of its glory, fly 
off like ſwallows thou'lt betray me. 5 

Gond. Never Wrong me not in your thoughts, I be- 
ſeech you, Madam — for I will ſerve you truly truly 
guard your royal ſon; he is but half a ſubje& who, in 


glow tor his princess welfare and in a moment, when the 
time's rough trial calls loudly on my {worn allegiance, 
and ſummons it to proof—if I abandon either, may 
Haven, when moſt ILſtand in need of mercy abandon me. 
Prince, Let us go with him, mother, 25 
Card, I know each turn and foot way of, the foreſt 
can 
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„ 
dan jead you thro' ſuch blind and ſecret windings, that 
would perplex purſuers, till they wander as in a labyrinth, 
Welt of this a little, there ſtands ſome ſtraggling cot- 
tages that form a filent village, and whoſe humble tops, 
deep ſhadow'd by the dark o'erhanging wood, eſcape the 
notice of the traveller Hither, fo pleate yon, Tl con- 


duct you -I have a friend lowly, but truſty, who 


ihail'tend npon you, while I will {kim the couitry round, 
to gain intelligence of your divided party. "6p 


Ducen, Then take my boy—for I will truſt thee. I 
anult per force—/takes up the ſword) But mark !—for 


ſtill J. doubt, if ter a moment—mark me, fellow, well, 
thou giv it me cauſe to think thy damn'd intent aims at 


my dear chiil's Jlife—that very moment, tho' that the 
next {houid be my laſt, Pil plunge this weapon to thy 
heart ! | | 
C,“ .! Fear not. 
Qucen. Lead on! | 
[Exit Gond. leading the Prince Qucen follows, with 
the ſword. ] 1 


END OF ACT THE SECOND. 


A 4 4 III. 
SCENE—A Village. 
Enter Fool and Villager. | 
Vill. Tell me, now goo! fellow, now I prithee ? 
Fool. But wilt thou len! an ear to my tale? 
Vill. That will I, all the ears I am worth. 
Fool. Then need not I tell the ftory—for if thou lend 
=all thy ears, then thou'lt have none left to hear it. 
'Wa'ft ever 55 Date old boy ? g 
Vill. No truly. 
Fool. Then art thou a dead man. | 
Vill. What for not being in a battle ? 
Fool, Ay, warry by the very firit rappier that comes 
in the way; for no mar? can Ce by the {word but a ſel— 
dier; and of ſoldicgs there are thicedeprees, aud three or ve 
| Vil, 


tage, where 


_ 1 33 1 
Vill. As how? | ne. 
Fool. As thus—your hot fighter—your cool fighter 


and your fighter ſhy.—The laſt degree makes a wondrous 


figure in many muſter rolls, 
Vill. Of which laſt you make one! 
Fool, In ſome degree, 


* \ 


Vill. And it was that made you run from the battle. 
Fool. Right—running is your only ſurety; bully 
Achilles, the-great warrior of old, thought otherwiſe, 
and he was only vulnerable in the heel. Now, my heels 
alwaysenſure me from heing wounded—doſt know why 
Heaven makes one leg of a man ſhorter than the other ? 
=. = | 1 
Fool, That he may be able to put the beſt leg foremoſt 
when there's occaſion. 
Fill. And you had occaſion enough laſt night. 
Fool. Truly had I—and therefore came [I to your cot- 
ſtept on a bare board all night. 
Vill. Ah, Heaven knows, my houſe is poor enough 
but ſuch as it is you are welcome, | 
Faol. Nay, I quarrel not with the lodging I only com- 
plain of the board and now wou d' ſt thou know my ftory ? 
Vill. I wou'd willingly hear of the battle that was loſt. 
Fool, Then prithee aſk of thoſe that found it - but 
come, I'll e'en tell thee how it was thou haſb a wife? 
Vill. Yes, forſooth; that was my old dame you ſaw 


at home. | | 


Fool. Keep her there—for nature plainly intended her 
for a homely woman: did'it ever quarrel with her before 
marriage? | „„ | 

Vill. Never. 

Fool. Afterwards a little? 3 

Vill. Um hy to ſay the truth, my poor dame, Ras 
a fine flouriſh with a cudgel— but people will needs fall 
out now and then, when once they come together, 

Fool, That's the very way we loſt the bam le—for had 
the two parties never met—depend on't one had never. 


, cudgePd the other. | 


Vill. Maſs thou'rt a rare fellow in the field, 
. | | | Foo! 
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Fool, Very rare —for I never come there but when! 
cant help it. 


S8 O ?® 
Fool, 

To arms, to arms, when captains cry, 

With a heigho, 

The trumpets blow, 
To legs, to legs, brave boys ſay I, 

| Heigho! 
I needs muſt go, 


When arrows ſwift begin to fly, 
__ Heigho, | 
T wang goes the bow. 
And ſcldiers tumble down and die. 
Heigho ! 
11 not do ſo. 


Whizzing go balls of lead, heigho 
TLhump they go, | 

Tall men grow ſhorter by the head heigho! 

Pd rather grow ; 
In time of trouble I'm away, heigho ! 
III winds they blow, 

But always ready at pay day, heigho! 

Great folks do ſo. 


Enter 2d Villager. 
. 
Fool. | 

Ha'ſt &er ſeen a hen on hot griddle ? 

Has Jack Lantern «er play'd tricks with thee ? 
Didſt cer we a cat and a fiddle 2 | 

Then pray judge in a battle of me, 
For [ ar the boy in a battle, 

That yet never one moment ſtood Rill, 


Whilſt {hrill trumpets blow, or drums rattle, 
It's in quick running 1 ſhew my kill, 


* 


For 
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Blown off were your legs from their 1 


Or when arrows fly, and drums rattle, 


C01 

For when whizzing by come the bullets, 
And ſoldiers lie down and are dead, 

And broad-{words have lit up their cullets, b 
It's high time to take care of my head, 


Chorus - Vet {till J am the boy in a battle 
Am miſſing when danger is uigh, 

At running I beat all their cattle, 
And my pay to receive I can n fly. 


Shot off were your arms in the hurry. 
(Though it certainly makes you more light,) 4 

You'll find yourſelf fo much in a hurry, 1 
That no Hand you can have in the fight. 


{In dread wars direful chance, ſure they miglit) 
Not all the great wiſdom of nations, 

On a footing can put you to fight. 
To loſe a man's head in a battle, 

Out of countenance puts him quite, 
Hears neither fifes (queak, nor drams rattle, 

His noſe he can't ſhew in the fight, 


Chorus Therefore I am the boy, de. 


A fool's advice take in a battle, 
And your heels uſe when danger's at hand, 


You may then have no heels on to ſtand, 
And then you'll lie down in a battle, 

Your enemies laugh at the joke, 
Depriv'd of the pleaſure to prattle, 

And quite loſt in a torrent of ſmoke, 
Then glory comes in with her laurel, 

And ſhadows your poor bleeding head, 
Tho life you have loſt in the quarrel, 

Your fame will live after you are dead. 
Then, what ſhould I do in a battle, 

Nay, 'twere beſt dwell in ſafety like thee=s 
wait 'till Fame's trump ſounds her rattle, 

No! ſuch grinning honour tor me, 
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Ht Vill. Now, goodman Hobbs, whence came you: 

2d Vill. There's a great lord come in from the routed 
party, who has taken thelter in our village fince break of 
day ; one of "hoe great friends, good fir.,—To Fool, 

Fool. Did'it fee him, how looked he! 

2d Vill. 1 tended him ſome quarter of an hour—troth 
he ſeemed wonderous weary. 


Fool. Of thy company now cou'd I be w ary too, and 


find in my heart to be dull—/fAouri/h) but here comes fe- 
males—and were a man's head emptier than a ſpendthrift's 
purſe, they will ever bring ſomething out on't. Hence 
comes it that your dull huſband's. head is improved hy 
your lively wife—if ſhe can bring out nothing elſe, ' ſhe 
brings out horns. | 15 8 


Enter Villagers of both Sexes, 


Foil. Now good folks, whither go ye? | 
3d Vi. Truly, Sir, this is our ſeaſon for making of 
hay; and here am J, fir, with the reſt of our villagers 
going about it. 5 „ 
Fool. Thou art right old friend ! now might 1, were it 
not for diſgracing the army, turn mower among theſe 
clowns, and why not? Soldiers are but cutters down, of 
feth, and fleth is grats all the world over. I'll e'en out 
this morning and do execution in the field. Come lads 
and imaidens, one roundelay. and we'll to it. 


Women Ang. 
Drifted ſnow no more is ſeen, 
I hear him, hark the merry lark 
Calls us to our ſports away, 
Peeping to our roundelay, 


SCENE. 4 Old Hell. 


Euter La Varenne and Barton. 


Bart. Nay fir, thank not me, I am no trader; I, in 
empty forms, in neat congees and kickſhaw compliments, 
in your dear urs“ — and“ fr you make me bluſh,” —- 

| i'm 


a ſoldier, and I take it, fir, you who are ſtill in the ſer- 
ſerve me. | 


a falling com'rade, why, then I think that he has little 


| ſhelter'd hereamong the ang ? Can'ſt tell their names? 
2 


FART LH wy 
Tm for plain ſpeaking, plain and blunt—beſides Tve been 


vice are aware thatbluſhing ſeldom troubles the profeſſion. 
Var. Still friend, I thank thee, thou haſt ſhelter d me 

at this hard trying moment, when the buffets of tainting 

fortune wou'd rather perſuade friends to ſhrink back than 


* 


Bart. Good faith, fir, I know not how you have been 
buffetted—but this I know, at leaſt I think I know it, if 
there's a ſoldier in the world's wide army, who will not 
in the moment of diſtreſs, ſtretch forth his hand to ſerve 


chance of being found in heaven's muſter- roll. 
Var, I like thy plaineſs well. | CO 
Bart. Nay, my plainneſs is ſuch as nature gave me, 
and wou'd men leave nature to herſelf, good faith her 
work is pretty equal—but we muſt be garniſhing, until 
the heart, like to a beauty's face, which ſhe neer lets 
alone till ſhe has ſpoil'd it, is ſo befritter'd round with 
worldly nonſenſe, that we can ſcarcely trace ſweet nature's 
outlines. | | 


Var. Who of our party, prithee, ſince the battle, have 


Bart. Aye, marry can I, fir, but can and will are 
birds of different feathers. Can is a ſwan, that bottles 
up its muſic, and never lets it out till death is near. 
But will's a piping bull-finch, that does ever whiſtle forth 
every note it has been taught, to every fool that bids it. 
Now, fir, mark, whoeve'rs here, depend on't, tell I 
will not. 5 o 8 N 

Var. Why, this is over-caution; would not they re- 
Joice as readily at ſeeing me, as I at ſeeing them? _ 
Bart. I know not that, 'm no whiſper monger and 

if once a ſecret is entruſted to my charge, I keep it as 
an honeſt agent ſhou'd, lock d in my heart's old ſtrong 
box; and I'll anfwerno draught from any but my principal. 

Far. If now, thou haſt a charge, old truſty, I, believe 
me, am next heir to it, „„ g. 
| | D ; | | Bar ts 
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Bert, Very likely; yet, fir, if heirs had liberty to 


*em, I fear the ſtock wou'd ſoon be dry, and then the 7 
principals might have ſome cauſe to grumble. 1 
Var, Thou art the ſtrangeſt fellow | what's thy name] 2, 
Bart. Barton—that I way truſt you with, | : 
Var. And no more? 8 1 | 
Bart. Not a pin's point more—Pſhaw, here comes om 
to let all out—children, fools and women will fill-hy 
habbling. Rp | 


Enter Prince. 


but. \ 


e prince. Ah, my lord, is it you. 


N A 


Var. Oh, my young fir, how my heart ſprings to meg! . 


you where is your royal mother? is ſhe ſafe? leade 
Prince, She's in this houſe, my Lord. Laſt night this Ww. e 
honeſt man received us, and another his friend, not quite if 


ſo honeſt as he might be, did bring us hither. *T was 2 treat 
rogue, my lord—yet no rogue neither, and to ſay the a hu 
truth, the rogue, my lord's a very honeſt man. Lord © 
how this meeting will rejoice my mother and ſhe was 'V 1 f 
withing now, within this minute, to ſee the ſeneſchal Tytle 
of Normandy. 7 0 | 1 
Bart, So this is the ſeneſchal of Normandy ſo here 
is another ſecret; plague take all ſecrets ! this is in token! 
of their liking me—juſt as an over hoſpitable hoſt, ou ©; 
ot pure kindneſs to his viſitor, crams the poor burſting 11 
ſou! with meat he loaths. | e | 

Var. I cannot blame thee, friend, thou know'ſt mel Pick 
not, avd thou haſt now a jewel in thy care, well worth! J 
thy utmoſt caution in preſerving. £5 _ 

Bart. } need not to be told the value on't. I haveſt * 2 
been {worn her ſubje& ſir and ſince my poor hovſe G 
bas been honour'd with her preſence, the tender ſcenes A 
Pes heen 2 witnets to twixt her and this young bud of dase 


5 ; 6 . 
realty, wowe make me traitor to humanity, could! has 


betray hor—there. a rap urous ſomething that plays G 


about an Englith ſubje&'s heart, when female majeſty is, 11 
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ſeen employed in thoſe ſweet duties of domeſtic We 
which all can feel, but very few deſcribe. ä 

Var, Oh, how thou warm'ſt me, fellow, with thy 
zeal! come my young lord, now lead us to her majeſty. 

Bart. Why, as things go, Ell lead you where ſhe is, 
but were they otherwiſe, and you had not diſcover'd 
where ſhe is, you'll pardon me, but I had led you, fir, a 
pretty dance, cer 1 had led you to her:; e ſir, ot 
conduct you, | [Exeunte 


SCENE— Another Apartment of Barton. Fo 
Enter Gondibert and iſt Robber, 


| Gord, Away all night hat then? am not I their 
leader do they begin to doubt me? am not 1, as it 
w- e, wedded to the party? 


iſt Rob. Why—true, noble 3 I: and. we have 


treated you: as a wite wonld a kind huſband 
a huſban4e ect al in ght—why 
Fond. Well, ſir, 525 then? 


but when 


1ſt Rob. Marry, then the. wife i is apt to grumble a 


Inte—that s all, 


and. Go to, I had reaſon What 8 the news? 


*+b, The news is, we have taken fome ſtragglera 


On. Are they of 3 


Iſt Rob. Faith we have [ra of all qualitiee, gentle 
and ſimple mix'd—we had no time to ſtand upon the 


picking. They are all penn'd up in the back cavern, and 
you muſt een take em like a ſcore of ſheep, fat and lean 
together, But there is a beardleſs youth, follow'd by 


a cowardly ſerving- man, who preſs'd hard to ſee you. 
Gond. What wou'd he? 


iſt. Rob. Faith, Sit, he would be a noble fellow. 1 
date it he has a great ſoul— too large for the laws—he 


has Queſtioned me plentifully ener you. 
Pops Concerning me ! 
1ſt. Rob. Ves he enquir'd if you were married how 
long you had been Wit 8 . ſtatute 
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with you=—{takes Gond. apart.) 


J take it. Now, youth, plead cleverly to be admitted 


1 4 ] 


nay, he was particular enough to aſk what ſort of a noſe Ad 


Rood in your face. | | keen 
Gond. Wherefore theſe queſtions? left m 

iſt Rob. Troth l think he wou'd like well to ſerve in our man, 
band; for he ſeems to have a marvelous nice notion of | þiadi! 
honour, He took up your dagger of curious workman- 
ſhip, that lies on your table in the cave, and did fo ſtudy . 
the dudgeon on't ; marry, the boy knows how to Randle 
a weapon, I warrant him, ; 

Gend. Where have you beſtow'd him? 

1it Rob. Why he was ſo importunate, that I have &en 
brought him and his man along hither, The man 1 
feard might babble; ſo Pve intruſted him, till you give 
orders for his releaſe, to your friend Barton here, and he, 
finding he has been a butler, lock'd him in the cellaridge. 

Gond, Conduct the youth hither, [Exit 1/1 Robber, 

Then whyrfhou'd 1 rep Ne there are others 
who, in the carly Spring and Miy of life, bchold the 
= 4 mga bloſſoms of their hopes nipt in the very bnd, 

ere comes the youth, and bears a goodly outſide; yet 
tis a lender bark, that Providence neer fram'd for toſs- 
ing much in a rough ſea of troubles. r 

Enter iſt Robber,. with Adeline. 

Iſt Rob. Here youth, this is our captain; 
now, and ſpeak boldy—you need not fear a raw youth j 
Captain, but a mettled one! Vil warrant him. A word ( 

Adel, It is, it is, my lord! Oh, Heaven j my — 
to find him thus too! yet to ſind him any how 1s tranſ- 
port]! {a/ide,) . | "TO TEL. 

1ſt Rob. I ſhall look to it - you would be private, now 


amonglt us, and your fortune's made - be but a ſhort time 

with us, and it will go hard indeed if all your cares in . 

this world are not ſhortly at an end, LE x#, 
Gond, Now to your buſineſs, youth * 

by OR BR oY Tots Adel. 


Ss 
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Adel. Tis brief, I have been ſorely wrung, fir, by the 
keen preſſure of miſhap. I once had friends—they have 
left me. One whom I thought a ſpecial one, a noble gen- 
mm, who pledged himſelf by all the tics that are moſt 
binding to a man, to guard my uninſtructed youth—even - 
he, to whom my ſoul look'd up, whom I might ſay, 1 
Jov'd as with a woman's tendertneſs—even he has now 
deſerted me. . e 

Gond, Then he acted baſely. | | 

Adel. J hope not fo, fir. | 5 

Gond. Truſt me, youth, I think he did; for there's 
an open native ſincerity that marks thy countenance, 
which I ſcarce believe could give juſt cauſe to a ſteady 
friend to leave thee, 5 

Adel. Now, by my holy dame, he had none to ſuſpect 
me; — yet from the preſſure of the time, ſome, trying 
chance But I am wand' ring ttt this is my ſuit to 
you—if you ſhould find me fit to be inſtructed with the 
{ecrets of your party, I could wiſh to be enroll'd among 

ou. | 
: Gond, Haſt thou well weighed the hardſhips which our 
life conſtrains us to ? our perils, nightly watchings—our 
fears, diſquietudes—our jealouſies, een of ourſelves, 
which keep the lawleſs mind for ever on the ſtretch, and 
turn our ſleep to frightful ſlumbers; when imagination 
diſcovers to the dull and feverous ſenſe miſhapen forms 
ghaſtly and Horrible ! and mixes in the chaos of the brain 


terrors half real, half unnatural ; *till nature ſtruggling 
under the oppreſſion, rouſes the fleeping watch I who 


ſtarts and wipes the chilly drop from off his clay-cold 
temples, and fain would call for help, yet dare not 
utter —but trembles on his couch, ſilent and horror 
ſtruck ! 1 5 ELIT | 

Adel. Attempt not to diſſuade me I am fixed—yet 
there is one ſoft e! which when I think —the cruel 


edge of keen neceſſity has cut aſunder -almoſt burſts my 


heart. | 
Gond, What is it youth? : 2 
1 3 | Adel. 


| 1 42 J . 

Adel. That which from my youth (for I have ſcarcely 

yet told one and twenty) might haply not be thought 
yet ſo it is— Know, then, that I am married! 

Gond. Married! didſt ſay? And doſt thou love the 

0h! 5 | 
Adel, Witneſs for me Heaven]! the pure and holy war 
within that fills my boſom, 


Gond, Nay, then, my heart bleeds for thee! for thou 


might as eaſily attempt to walk unmov'd, with all the 
ziquid fire which . Etna vomits pour'd in thy breaſt, as 
here to hope for happineſs. Oh, what does the heart 
feel that's rudely torn from the dear object of its wedded 


love! and ſtill to add a ſpur to gall'd reflection, that very 


object witneſs of the cauſe arraigns your conduct! 
Adel. (with emotion.) And have you felt this? 


Gond, 1 tell thee, wretched youth fie, thou unman'ſt 


me—Prithee return, young man! have a feeling, a fel- 


low, feeling for thee. If thou hop'ſt for gentle peace to be 
an inmate with thee, turn thy ſteps homewards—link not 


with our band. | 
Adel, Wherefore ſhou'd I return! return to witneſs 


the bitter load of miſery which circumſtance has brought 


upon my houſe——To ſee my children 
Gond, And haſt thou children, then !—whoſe inno- 
cence have oft beguild thy hours, who have look'd up 
Tmiling in thy face, till the ſweet tear of rapturous con- 
tent has trickled down thy cheek ! Thou trying 


— 


fortune - Mark out the frozen breaſt of apathy, and 
triple caſe it round in adamant . Throw but this pois'nous 


ſhaft of malice at ir, twill pierce it through and through! 
Adel. And if I thought 'twere ſo T 


* 


Gond, Hear me young man ! thou wring'eſt a ſecret 


frem me, which, til! this hour, was borne in filence here; 
while, vulture-like, it pray'd upon my heart !—7 am 
married! I have a wife]! and one whom kindly Nature 
form'd in her laviſh mood! Oh her gentle love 


beam'd thro! her eyes wheneer the turn'd them on me, 


with ſuch a mild and virtuous innocence, that it might 


' charm tera murder; and yet J have wounded, villain - 


like 
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like, her peace | 


CHF 1 
But J am puniſh'd for't day, nigh, 


awake, aſleep, ſtill or in action Bleeding fancy pic- 


tures my wife fitting in ſilent anguiſh—pale ! heart- 


broken, mild in ſufferance, minglin; ek forgiveneſs 
with bitter agony—blefling him Wo wrongs her;: 
while my poor children, my deſerted little ones, hang 


on her knees, and watch the ſilent drops ſteal down her ; 


gricf-worn face! Vea, doſt thou weep !—ſhape thy courſe 
homeward then—tfor pangs like mine, wou'd fo convulſe 
thee, youth, that, ikeanengine,'twou'd wrench thy tender 
nature from its frame, and pluck life with it. {reving.) 

Adil, Oh my dear lov'd lord! here ceaſe thoſe pangs—— 


here, in the extaſy of joy, behold your Adeline now ruſh | 


ing to the arms of a belov'd huſvand—(runs to him.) 
Goxd, Merciful Heaven! my Adeline! and haft thou, 
oh! my heart, this ſudden conflict thus let me claſp 


thee to it, ne'er to part more, till pangs of death ſhalb 


ſhake us. What haſt thou ſuffer'd, ſweet, for me to 
cauſe — and are our children 

Adel, Well, and in ſafety, _ 

Gond, Cou'd J leave them too? |» X 


% 
> 


Adel. Nay, I prithee now—no more of this f—Plot 


from thy memory all former ſorrows; if we think upon't, 


be it at ſome calm moment, when content ſmiles round 
our happy board l- and truſt me now, I think our ſtorms | 


are over, On my way I learnt the houſe of York 
has now ſent forth free pardon to all thoſe who, long 
attached to the Lancaſtrian party, have not muſter'ed in 
their late enterpriſe, 95 | | : | 

Gond. Bleſſed chance! that now conſtrained me to 
inaction I'll now turn home and quit this hated life 
of plunder,——Bat oh, my Adeline—once more to hold 


thee—to return to happineſs—to ſee our children. [ Exit, 


Enter 1 Robber. 
Gond, How now, what's the matter! fg 
1ſt Rob. Marry, the matter is with the oaf in the cel- 
lar; the fool ſhakes as if he were in an ague; we ma 
cen turn him a-drift any how, for he will no how turn 
; 1 to 
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to-our account. He's cowardly and poor—he can nel. 
ther rob nor be robb'd. 
Adel. Oh!'tismy man—I pray you conduct him hither. 
xt Rob. I'll trundle him in: but you'll make nothing 
of him I have been trying to take him into ſervice, and 


make him fit for our party, but there are ſome manner of 


men 'tis impoſſible to work any good upon. [Exit, 
Adol. Poor ſimpleton !' *tis Gregory, who, in pure 
zeal and honeſt attachment, has followed me. 


Enter Gregory. 
Greg. Mercy ! this is the great cock captain of the 


been ſhut up theſe two hours like a calf for killing 
Lord! lord! if calves did but know the reaſon of their 
being ſtall'd as 1 have, they'd ſo fall away with fear, that 


= veal would ſcarce be worth the bringing to marker, | 


Cond. Why, how now, man? 


Greg. (not looking at him.) Oh Pord! Tm a poor fel - 


low, fir, indeed !—ſhall be a long time in getting rich, 


and would fain not die till I am ſo— Take my life, fir, 


and you take my all; and truly fir, you'll find that time 
has a mortgage upon it of forty-two years; and the fur- 


niture of late is fo worn with ill uſage, that the remainder 


of the leaſe 1s not worth your acceptance—if—ſweet no- 


ble ſir, you would but (turns and obſerves him)—Eh, 


oh, oh, the father! No—Yes—Oh Lord ! oh fear ! ; 
Oed. Why, doſt thou not know me, Gregory? 


Greg, Huzza ! he's found! C/umps) Dear, my 


lord, 4 never was happier ſince I was born, at the fight 
of you | 


Gond, Truſt u me, I think ſo, Gre gory Come, love, 


les into calmer ben good Gregory. 
Exeunt all but Gregory. 
Greg. Here's a ſimple change in a man's fortune? now 
might I, when I ſay 'tis he, were it not as plain "tis he 
as a noſe is a noſe—ſwear that my eyes were putting a 
lie in my mouth, in very ſpite of my teeth, 
man might go near to think that one of the mas" "ag 
robbꝰ 


4 * 
\ 


*tis all over land I have 72 


Gad a 


Ei 46+ 4: 
robb'd my lord of his perſon, and was wearing it out, 
that his own might lie by. Oh, the quiet comfortable | 
days that I ſhall ſee again Mercy on mel! 'tis enough 
to make a coward tremble to think on the battles my 
valour has been put to. Nothing now again but old 
fare—old rubbing of ſpoons, and a cup of old ſherry be- 
hind the old pantry door, to comfort my old noſe in a 
cold froſty morning. 


e G. 
Gregory. 
IN a quiet old pariſh, on a brown healthy old moor, 
Stands my maſter's old gate, whoſe threſhold is wore, 
With many old friends, who for liquor wou'd roar, 


And I uncork'd the en that J taſted before. 
Moderation. 


The TH my old quiet pantry, of the ſervants was head. 


Kept the key of the ol cellar, old plate, and chipp'd 


| the brown bread ; 

If an odd old barrel was miſſing, it was eafily ſaid, 

That the "7 old beer was one morning found dead. 
Moderation. 


But we had a good old cuſtom, when the week did begin, 

To ſhew by my account I had not waſted a pin; ; 

For my lord, tho he was bountiful, thought waſte was 
à a fin, | 

And never wou d ay, out much, but when my lady Jay-in, 

Moderation. 


Good nk good OY dame fortune on me did frown, 
And 1 left my old quiet wee to trudge from town _ 
to town, | 
Worn off my old legs, in | ſearch of bobs, thumps and 
cracks of the crown, 

1 was e knock d up, and almoſt foully knock'd downe . 
| Alkeration, 4 ö 
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SCENE -The Village; 


Enter Queen, La Varenne and Prince. 
Qucen. The northern coaſt beſet ? 


riſque that way to ſeek the ſea, then bend your courſe 
thro? Cumberland ; fo pleaſe you, at Solway Frith we 


have warm friends to favour our embarkation ; failing 


thence to Galloway, with all convenient ſpeed, we. 
ſtretch towards Edinburgh, and thitherwards 1 learn the 


king is fled, where, in the boſom of the Scottiih court, 


you may in ſafety ſtay, till the fuccour, which noble 


urgandy, warm in beauty's cauſe, once inore his ald 


no doubt will lend. 


Queen. Then let ſharp injury ſubdue baſe minds alone, 


Its ſcalding ſpirit pour'd in a royal breaſt will quicken 
vengeance—Come, good Seneſchal, there's hope in't yet, 


_ Holdsit not likely, when our diſpers'd nobility ſhall hear 
we are again on foot, our royal ſtandard. will be flock'd 
With friends. Here comes the fellow whom I told you of. 


Enter Gondibert, Adeline and Gregory. 
Queen. Now, good friend, the news ? 


Gond, This, as my: ſpies inform. me, madam, Mon- 
tague has puſh'd right north, towards Dunſtaburgh, | 


hoping there to ſurpriſe your Majeſty. 


Queen. Let the fool on, this favours our intended 
march thro? Cumberland, what elſe ? 


Gond. No more, but that ſome twenty or thereabouts, 
of your diſperſed ſoldiers are fallen in my power—l 
have made bold, finding that here the village is attach'd 


in honeſt bands of loyalty, to direct my men to march 


them hither; if your courſe ſhou'd need a guard, thoſe 


few will ſerve you when more were dangerous, - 


Queen. Oh, true! true fellow believe me, honeſt 
friend, of all the bolts which ſpiteful fortune: hurls: 


| againſt my crown, none ſtrikes ſo deeply as my pcor 
; ability how. to requite thy faith. a 


Go nd, 


Var. Cloſe watch'd with enemies: 'twere too bold a 
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Gond. Madam, the ſubject who, in his poor endea- 
vours can relieve a ſovereign from diſtreſs, they who 
are loyal will pour down bleſſings on him That re- 
quital three-fold repays his ſervices.—- But here—heayen 
has in pity of my ſorrows, now pour'd balm upon my 
weeding ſufferings. 

Qucen. What my young warrior! 

Adel. A weak one madam, and a woman too-your 
pardon madam, if to ſeek a huſband, happy has been my 
ſearch, more than the cauſe, altho* my heart is warm 
in't—brought me hither. | 

Greg, And truly, madam, I ſhou'd but lie in my 
throat, if I were to ſay I came from pure valour, 

Gond, Peace—your guard approaches madam ; and the 
villagers, anxious in zeal to ſee their royal miſtreſs, in 
throngs have follow'd, | ts 


Enter Proceſſion of Soldiers, then Villagers, 
Ducen, This is a charming fight—ſoon may this 
warmth be general, and may Henry balk in its genial ſun- 
ſhine—England, awhile farewell !- and if in future times 
——no doubt *twill be ſo—thy king unites his people to 
his confidence, and his commanding virtues, mild, yet 
1 kingly, ſhall draw the breath of rapturous loyalty from 


* the guilt palace to the clay built cottage, then will thy 
: realm indeed be enviable.—Strike then on! | 

. FINAL E——Cnorus, 

85 Dread wars at length all over 

1 We'll ſeek the rural plain; 

d Each ſoldier now a lover, 

h. Shall claſp his love again. 

e | | Chorus, — Dread wars, Ce. 

ſt Sweet peace all joys poſſeſſing, 

3 Long, long our country bleſs 


C The grateful boon confeſſing, Y 
| Shall crown our happineſs. _ | 
Chor us, - Dread Wars, & C . 


. 
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1 
Dear mirth for ever - ſmiling, 
Come nimbly with thy train, 
With glee the hours beguiling, 


Trip, my it oer the plain. 
| Cherus—Dread wars, e. 


With IO balms aelighting, 
Let Cupid now command, 
And fince we've done with fighting, 
+ ES all join hand in hand. 
Chorus Dread rms St 
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